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Che non puo far d'un cor, e habbia ſoggetto, 
Queſto crudele e traditor” Amore ? 

Poi ch'ad Oz LAN O puo levar del petto 

La tanta Fe, che deve al Juo Signore ! 

Gia ſavio, e pieno ſu d'ogni riſpetto, 

E de la Santa Curtsa differſores 

Or, per un vano Amor, poco del zio, 


E di ſe poco, e men cura di Dio. 
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ADVERT ISEMEN T. 


LY 


Tars 122 is bud fountled on the Romance 45 the © 


Moxk. The Author, enters not into the di iſcuſſion. which 
that work has Produced. Hir attempt has been to.dra- 
matiſe the leading incident of the Romance, euithout 
recourſe to ſupernatural agency. Happy ſhall | be fed, if 


what he has done be thought not to diſcredit a produftion, 


of which the intereſt bas never been exceeded; For: differ- 
ence of opinion he is fully prepared :—but the generous 
approbation of the AUTHOR oP THE ROMANCE might 
conſole him under any objefions from the uncandid;— 
thoſe of Genius and Judgment it is — to bear 
with fortitude and reſpect. N 


To the ating of Me. KewnLE the Author has ſo great 
oblig ation, that it would te a treaſen againſt excellence not 


to leave his ſenſe of it upon record. He has many acknows 
ledgments to make to bis OTHER FRIENDS, for doing much, 
where he knows himſelf to have done leſt. 
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AURELIO any MIRANDA. 
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er. I. 


SCENE I.—The Cathedral Church of Madrid. 
A number of perſons going out from the ſervice. 


1 Lonxxzo and CHRISTOVAL come forward. 


8 Lorenzo. 
We, Chriſtoval, you ſee your ſiſter Miranda 
is not in the church. | 12 
Chriſ. No; but I am, and that's equally ſtrange. 
J have told you of her ſudden manner of quitting 
home ? 
Lor. Yes, and it is no ſlight inſtance of the ar. 
dor with which that ſex purſues its obje&, what- 
ever it be. 5 SE | 
| Cbriſ She was upon a viſit at the Counteſs Oſo- 
rio's ſeat, when ſhe firſt heard this Aurelio preach , 
11 and the laſt intelligence I had of her was, that 
| | B enn 
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fince her return to Madrid ſhe was here morn- 
ing, noon, and night, whenever there was a 
chance of hearing him. 

Lor. I muſt confeſs, I half excuſe Miranda, In 
ſpite of the lovely object who: ſat oppoſite, there 
were times when his eloquence drew me ſo ir- 
reſiſtibly, that beauty could only divide the hour 
with him. 

Chriſ. He awes me by his manner, I think — the 
ſeverity of his eye, the loſtineſs of his carriage, 
the authority of his voice. 

Lor. Nay, let us do him juſtice. His piety is 
unaffectedly grand, and his learning profound; 
and his command over the paſſions inſtantaneous 
and abſolute. 

Cbriſ. J only wiſh the truant Miranda was here 
to complete this eulogium. My life on't, ſhe 
would difcoyer the grace and beauty of his per- 
ſon, which you have omitted the more ſtriking 
to women, as, from his order, chey can cheriſn no 
hope. O, nothing is ſo precious to a female as 
what's unattainable. But who are theſe ? 

Lor. Ha! why the young one is the ſweeteſt 
creature in the univerſe; the very enchantreſs 
that bewitched me juſt now. [I'll accoſt her. Do 
you amuſe the old woman, while I endeavour to 
get from her, who, and what ſhe is, 

Cbriſ. And ſo, I muſt make the old hen cluck, 


while you inveigle the Jour pullet! 
Lor. 


il 
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Lor. What! not in friendſhip, Don ? 


Cbriſ. Well, well-+you know that way I'm: your 
ſlave, 
Enter Antonia and LEONELLA. 


[hey approach them ceremoniouſly. 

Lor. Well, Signora, what do you think of our 

renowned Preacher? the triumphant Orator ! the 
Man of Holineſs as he is ſtyled ! 

Ant. He ſurpaſſes all my expectations. His 

eloquence ſunk deeply in my heart. The very 

ſound of his voice affected me in a manner I can- 


not deſcribe—though never heard before, it did 


not ſeem ſtrange to me it pierced my very ſoul, 
and commanded my affection as well as reverence. 
Lor. What think you of his countenance ? 
Ant, It is of the firſt order of manly beauty: 
yet the ſearching ſeverity of his eye, whilſt it an- 


nounces the keenneſs of his ſcrutiny, warns you of 


the terror of his rebuke. His is the front of pu- 
rity, and vice mult be abaſh'd before it. 
Lor. See! He 1s returning to his monaſtery. 


[The organ plays a fugue, while Aurelio, preceded by 
boys with incenſe, and followed by the Fathers of 
his Monaſtery, walks from the top of the ftage 
down, and quits the cathedral, making Agnus 125 bis 
benediftion upon the people.] 


Leon. Well, for my part, I wonder wha can 
; B 2 make 
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make people take ſuch delight i in gazing after 
him! Mercy upon me, I did but give a Peep up, 


as it were, at his face, and he frowned ſo ſternly 


upon me, that tremble every joint of me. 


Cbriſ. O, 'tis very diſtreſſing indeed, to be mea- 


ſured in that way by a large bright, black, piercing 
eye, reading all that we meant ſhould lie hidden 
in the bottom of that err well, one 5 own con- 
 Teience. | 5 8 0 ba! | 

Ant, With what bomility, yet, at we ſame time, 
with what dignity dic he recite from our admiring 
veneration be! e 


Leon. Dignity! "Why. he i is bomben a perſon. 


of quality. | 

Cbriſ. Ah, Signora, one may ſee how thoroughly 
you obſerve mankind ! What wiſdom | ! what ex- 
perience, you manifeſt ! th 
Leon. O, Saint Barbara! You, are too polite, 


| "Signor: [Chriſtoval draws Leonella a little afide. 


Lor. Without abſolutely ſaying ſo, the chance, 
I confeſs, is, that he had no noble origin. Re- 
port ſays, that, while a child, he was obſerved by 
ſome of the Monks among a gang of gypſies, who 
begged conſtantly at the Abbey- -gates, and who, 
noticing his quick parts, took him into the Mo- 
naſtery—there, at oy paper, age, be * his 
profeſſion, 5 
Ant. What is mentioned of his condubt1 2 
Lor. That bis mortifcation and penance have 
been 
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been extreme. Senſible of no imperfections in 
himſelf, his ſeverity to others! is unbounded. This 


would be thought blameable ; but he tempers the 


auſterity of his religion with ſo much generoſity 
of ſentiment, his charity 15 ſo large, and his judg- 
ment ſo enlightened, that he is become the idol, 


as well as the wonder of all ranks throughout 
Madrid. 


Ant. I regret that my retirement in Marcia 


kept me ſo long from the knowledge of your 
city's chief ornament. 


Ler. Do you intend to ſtay long here? If yon 
will allow myſelf, (Don Lorenzo) or Don Chriſ- 
roval, my friend, to uſe our influence for your ſer- 
vice, I believe you will find that the attention we 


ſhall be proud of may uot be unworthy of your 
acceptance. 


[Chriſtoval and Leonella advance.] 


Leon, Never tell me, Signor. His time is not 


yet come. Averſe to the ſex ! Let me ſee ſuch 


a man inſenſible to charms he might meet with! 
Let me find beauty in tears (and that's always ir- 


reſiſtible) confeſſing at his feet, (for Heaven knows | 
we have all of us ſome peccadillos upon our con- 


ſciences,) and then, what becomes of his apathy ? 
Chriſ. Why indeed, Madam, if * were 8 


before him: 


Leon. I vow, Signor Cavalier, you are the po- 


liteſt, fineſt gentleman | [ They retire. 
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| [Antonia and Lorenzo advance.] 


Ant. I know not why I ſhould reſiſt your curio- 
ſity, and, though a ſtranger to me, I feel no re- 
pugnance to gratify it. I am the niece of the late 
Duke de Medina. My birth coſt my mother her 
life. My father did not long ſurvive her. The 
Duke, my uncle, received us: but he is lately 


dead too; and a very diſtant branch of the family 


has ſucceeded to the title and domains. Upon 
coming to take poſſeſſion, he unfeelingly caſt us 
out, with no other means, than what the few jew- 


els T could call my own. might e O, had 


my brother lived !— 

Leon. Ves, Signor, ſhe tells you truth. The 
dear child's dependance is now ſolely upon me,— 
unleſs his Majeſty is graciouſly pleaſed to order 
the ſelfiſh Don Pedro to make her a ſuitable al- 
lowance, or, if that cannot be done, render her 
indebted for r | to bis own royal 
bounty. 0 11 29 

2 How long has your brother been dead ? 

Ant. I never knew him :—he died ere I was 
 born—at leaſt he died to us for in his infancy he 
was loſt; and all the ſearch that could be made 
was ineffectual—nor have the flamreſt' tidings of 
him reach'd us ſince. - 55 
Ler. May I hope you will allow me to ſecond 
poun 5 to che * ?—My family is poſ- 


ſeſd d 
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ſeſs·d of ſome influence. Permit me to wait upon 
you where I may learn more fully— 


Aut. That I muſt abſolutely forbid. As you 


would retain my favourable ofa, here we muſt 
take leave. © 


Leon. (to Chriſ.) Well, I will not rele my 
hand, 

[Chrif. kiſſes ber hand, and Leon. and Ant. exeunt; 

Lor. Lovelieſt of your ſex, farewell! 

Cbriſ. Don Lorenzo! _ 

Lor. What ſay ſt thou, Chriſtoval ? 


Chriſ. 1 beſeech you provide yourſelf with a 


new friend. Fleſh and blood can't bear the ſer- 
vice you put me upon. I am going to the drug- 
giſt's. | 

Lor. Why, man, why ? 

Cbriſ. To buy hemony, to be ſure. A full 
pound of myrrh, cinnamon, and aloes, would not 
ſweeten my imagination. 

Lor. Her eyes did ſeem two an new ſhot 

from heav'n, 
The meſſengers of bleſſedneſs to man! 

Cbriſ. Nay, we had eyes that ſhot too, and 


very furiouſly... Their ſquint kept me up a kind 


of a croſs- fire, like the two ſalient. angles of a 
baſtion; 'twas death to come between em. 


Enter 
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Enter RayMonD. 
Lor. Don Chriſtoval, look yonder at that man;' 
Cloſe-mutfled i in his cloak —juſt by the pillar. 
He's lurking for ſome miſchief here, I doubt. 
. Chrif. m ſure of it. Ah! well-ſaid, Signot 
Shadow ! 
See, how he drops a letter at the foot 


Of old cold ſtone St. Francis, hard as marble 
Can make him gainſt a lover's rhapſodies. 


Lor. And now he plants himſelf behind the 
column, 
To watch th' event. But look, what's this ap- 
proaching ? 


_ %. The fine old hen St. Clare, and all her 


chickens — 


Some of em game; my life upon it. 


Enter the PRIORESS followed by Nuxs. 
| | CHORUS. 
« Mark ! how the ſacred calm, that breathes 


ic around, 


« Bids every fierce tumultuous paſſion ceaſe !” 


[Agnes, in the proceſſion, drops her roſary at the foot 


of the St-tue ; and ſtooping takes up the leiter. ] 


Lor. By hell, my ſiſter Agnes. 
[Raymond goes out ſatisfied 
Nay, nay, my Spaniard, you ſhall not eſcape me. 
Sp after with Chriſtoval. 


[The ſecond flanza of the Chorus taken up by the 
Nuns. The proceſſion mover on „ and the ow 


 chſes as they ur finging. iovoflin! > 
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ce in & | ll ſmall accents ohilpering from. the 
ce ground tobe? 
4 A . of eternal peace. . 
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Aa Stay, Sidnor- Lurker 1 
And tell me what clandeſtine: correſpondence ES 
You carry on with this chaſte ſiſterhood 2 
Ray. That voice]! Lorenzo, is it you, m 
friend? 
Well met I could not hope for this encounter; 
Vet willingly refer me to your juſtice, 
Say, is not that Don Chriſto val? 
Cbriſ. The ſame. Come Ih in ſearch of 
my ſiſter Miranda. I could have] wiſh'd myſelf 
better employment, 5 — alter a capricious 
woman. n ur egg 
Ray. 12 you are prepofleſ⸗ d. 1 fee, » 
Go to my lodgings: there Iwill detail, 
As truly as I do my: ſins to Heav'n, 
All that has paſs d between me and your ſiſter. 
427 25% e = Ler. 
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Yes, here indecd l cjumph here * 
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Lor. Take heed, Don Raymond! By my life I 


ſwear, 
If any indirect and 5 means 
Have warp'd my ſiſter A gnes from her duty,— 


Kay. You ſhall behold my very ſecret ſoul ; 
And muſt be ſatisfied. 


_ Chriſ. We will be ſatisfied. | 
Lor. Come then.—Don Raymond but you 
| ſhall have wen [Exeunt. 


SC E N E IlL—The Cell of AUREL10. 


Enter Auzzi10—the Fatbers Hitarto and Bo- 
NAVENTURE attending bim. 


Aur. Brethren, I thank you. Yet, while lowly 
bending YL | 
For courteſy ſo gratifying, let me 


Be juſt to your moſt exemplary virtues :— 
| Under the foſt'ring dew of holineſs, 


If I have yielded worthy fruits of piety, 
Be all the praiſe to you, and to your order. 

Hil. We bleſs the hour, when the eſpecial love 
Of favouring Heaven gave you | to our charge. 
Bon. Be yours the glory, that we boaſt 4 man 
Whom vice could never warp. > 

Hil. Be all your meditations, viſions, pray rs, 
Propitious as your eloquence. n Monks. 

Aur. Farewell. 
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| T he pride of maſtering the human mind. 
It is my pride, to write upon the heart 
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The words of truth in characters of fire, 
O ſacred pledge of unpolluted life ! 
Earneſt, that abſtinence from vain delights, 


- Paſſions ſubdu'd and ſacrific'd to duty, 


Are ſanctify'd, and miniſter to Heav'n. 

And yet—am I indeed ſecure from frailty ? 

A man—whoſe very nature leads to error: 
Here, in retirement, that I liv'd unſtain'd 

Is ſcarce a wonder,—Summon'd to the world, 


Courted by wealth and power, and wit, and 
beauty,— 


How will Aurelio ſtand the tempting ſiege ? 
May not the mounds of abſtinence give way, 
And nature's paſſions, like a flood, o'erwhelm me? 
[4 #nocking beard.] 
Who knocks there? 
[Eugenio without. 
Eug. *Tis Eugenio, 


_ Aur. Enter, ſon. 


Enter Eugenio, with a baſket of flowers. 


Eug. Moſt holy Father, pardon this introfion. 
I have a friend hes mee ſick, 
And would entreat your pray'rs in his behalf. 
To piety like yours Heav'n will be bounteous. 
Aur, 1 will remember him at morn and eve, 


And in the ſolemn hour, when midnight calls 


C2 The 
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The brotherhood to their moſt awful duties, 
Your poor ſick friend ſhall never be forgotten. 


What have you in your baſket, kind Eugenio? 


Eug. Some of thoſe flow'rs, which moſt, I think, 
you love. 


Let me arrange them, Father, in your cell. 


ie does fo. 


Aur. There's ſomething ſtrangely winning in this 


. | 
Theſe ſimple acts of friendſhip from him charm me. 
Great benefits flow rarely through the world : 
But calm attentions, like a gentle wind, 


Waft our frail veſſel down the ſtream of time, 


In one unruffled, even, ſteady voyage, 


Till we are harbour'd in eternity. 


[To Eugenio. ] 
I ſaw you not at church this morning, ſon. 
Eug. Yet I was preſent, Father. Grateful as I 
To om Wark 
For your protection, counſel, nay eſteem, 
Ah! could I fail, to witneſs all your triumph? 
Aur. My triumph! O, my ſon, how vain a 
thought! 5 
The pow'r was Heav'n's—to Heav'n be all the 


glory !— 


Then you were ſatisfied with my diſcourſe ? 


Eug. How ſay you, fatisfy*d ! O never heard I 
Such eloquence, ſave once—ſave only once. 


Aur, When was that once, Eugenio? 
55 Eug. 
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Eug. When you preach'd 
On the late Abbor's ſudden malady: 


Aur. And were you preſent when I knew you 


not ? 
Eug. Ah! had I periſh'd, ere I ſaw that Fs 
What endleſs ſufferings had my youth eſcap'd ! 
| Aur. How! Sufferings at your age, my ſon ! 
Eug. Yes, ſufferings, 


Which known would raiſe your anger and your 


pity— 
The torment and the 3 of my being. 
Yet here I hop'd my boſom would feel tranquil, 
But apprehenſion tortures me ev'n here. 


O God, how wretched is a life of fear 
In the noviciate I have enter'd on 
I've giv'n up all the world, and its delights ; 
Your friendſhip is the only bleſſing left me. 
If I loſe that—O, if I loſe that, Father, 
I tremble for th' effects of my deſpair. 
Aur, You apprehend the loſs of my eſteem ! 
Be comforted ; it is no tranſient ſentiment, 
Lightly beſtowed, capriciouſly reſum'd, 
»Tis merit only claims, and will preſerve it. 
But for your ſuff'rings, let that friendſhip teach you, 
To truſt me with their cauſe, and if wn 
Be in my power | 
Eug. Tis in no power but yours. 
Yet, ah! you muſt not know them Did I dare 
Avow them to you, you. would hate and loath me, 
Drive 
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Drive me with ignominy from your fight, 
And give me to the ſcorn of all mankind. 
Aur. Impoſſible, my ſon. Let me entreat you. 
Eug. I cannot—dare not—Ah, enquire no fur- 
ther ! [ Exit in great emotion. 
' Aur. [after a pauſe.] Myſterious youth! Within 
two little months | 
How deeply is he rooted in my heart! 
His voice affects me ev'n to melancholy ! 
His manners are the gentleſt ſure on earth 
As far as his retiring modeſty 
Allows the eye to note his lineaments, 5 
His features ſeem of female lovelineſs ! ' | Bell rings. 
But hark !—I muſt prepare me to attend 
The Siſters'of St. Clare in the Confeſſional.— 
That duty done, my deareſt care will be 
Io win the confidence of this poor boy, 
And heal, or ſhare, the ſorrows of his breaſt. Exit. 


END OF ACT I. 


ACT 
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ACT II. 


AvrELIo ting in the Confeſſional Chair, AGNEs 
kneeling, as at Confeſſion. 


Aurelio. 
A RISE, my daughter, purified from error. 


Offences light as theſe find eaſy pardon. 


[Agnes # in riſing drots a letter from her boſom. It 
falls at the Abbot's feet.] 


Stay, Agnes, you have dropt a paper. | 


Agu. Ah! L urns ſuddenly round, and flies to regain. 


wu] 

Aur. Hold! I muſt read this letter. 

Agn. Then Pm loſt, 

Aur. [ Reads]. ** Deareſt Agnes, all is ready 
« for your eſcape. I tremble every moment 
« Jeſt your ſituation be obſerv'd by your com- 
<« panions. Immediate flight can alone ſave you 
« from ſhame and puniſhment. At the garden 
& door, donn by twelve, I will be ready to 
© receive you.“ 

This letter, girl, muſt to the Prioreſs. [Going.] 

Agi. Yet I conjure you, ſtay. O holy Sir, 

With 
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16 AURELIO AND MIRANDA, 

With pity view the error of my youth ; 

Conceal the guilty weakneſs of a wretch ! 

Here, at your feet, and bathing them with tears, 
1 ſupplicate for mercy. Hide my fault; 


Let not the hand of ſcorn write ſhame upon me, 
And here I vow, be angels witneſs for me, 


Io pals my reſt of life in expiation. 


Aur. Amazing confidence ! Shall folly ſtain 
The virgin-tended altar of St. Clare ? 
And ſhall we cheriſh foul incontinence? 

An. O treat me not lo harſhly. Think, I | 


charge you, 


Of chat oppreſſion, which a ndghret ory: 


When buried by her parents from the world, 


From ſocial joy, from friendſhip, and from love! 


O ſhield my character from infamy ; 
Reſtore my ſoul to virtue and to Heav'n! 
Aur. You have profan'd the facred veil; | _—_ 


can you 
Conceive yourlelf entitled to fatpimbydlad- 
I muſt have way. Where is the Prioreſs? 
Aen. Deem me not harden'd in unſeemly paſ- 
ſion. 1 ö 


Long ere compulſion forc'd me to theſe walls, 
The partner of my fault poſſeſsd my heart. 
Accident only let me know he liv'd. 
Could I refuſe to meet whom I ador'd ?: - 
Till often-mingling tears and ſtol'n embraces, 
Caution was loſt—he preſs'd, and ruin found me. 
| 3 Fest 
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Feel for my ftate, about to be a mother; 
Reſtore the letter! Save me from deſtruction !. 
Aur, This is to add audacity to guilt. 
Mother, St. Agatha, I ſay. [She catches his robe. 
Agn. O Father, 
Think of the innocent I nouriſh in me, 
Living, unconſcious of my agony. 
O, do not lay its nurſery in the duſt, 
And make its cradle in its mother's grave! 
Aur. I muſt not hear you. Where's the Pri- 
oreſs ? 
Au. O cruel, cruel—Mercy ! Heay' n Catain 
me! [She finks to the ground. | 


Enter the PRIORESS and Nuxs. 


Aur. How ſhall I ſpeak ?—Peruſe that 1 impious 
letter, 8 


Dropt by the Siſter Agnes at confeſſion. 
Agn. | Starting up.] Hear me, thou man of 
ſternneſs, hard, obdurate 
You could have ſav'd my honour from contempt, 
Have giv'n my days to peace and penitence. 
Arrogant confidence in your own ſtrength 
Makes you reject the contrite ſinner's prayer, 
Makes you diſdain a mother's agonies, 
And therefore on your conſcience and your ſoul 
I lay the death of me and of my child, 
Aur. Forbear theſe ravings—Siſters, take her 
hence! [They ſeixe her.] A 
D Agn, 
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Nee Nos : in the pangs of death I would be 
9100 [be burſts from them.] 
What on mo your-boaſted virtue ge P 
You fled them, like a coward, unattempted. + 
But mark ! the hour of proof muſt come to all.— 


If in that hour you feel, that man is weak; 


While erg 8 look n on pou own 
crimes, 

O then remember Sa and her faults 

May yours compar'd plant horror in your beart! 

Remember Agnes then, — nor hope for mercy, 


But die the frantic victim of deſpair, 


Aur, Haſte to the convent with her—Let her 
penance 
Be ſtrict; and ſtriking terror by its nature ! 
Should guilt like this experience mitigation, 
The place of holineſs will be a ſeat 
For loath'd intemperance.— Away with her. 
An. O grant me, Heav'n, the mercy they deny 


SCENE, he Garden of AuRELI0's Monaſtery, 
A 2 Hermitage, on one Ade. Te. e in the 
diſtance. 
Enter EudERNI0bow 


Eug. O miſerable ſtate, wretched Miranda 
O fruitleſs ſtratagem! Was it for this 
I left friends, fortune, family, and honour S 


FT vH 
# 


My 
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It | My irreſiſtible and fatal love 
1 Will force its way through all this vain diſguiſe. 
Yet how reveal it to him How ſupport 
| The lightnings of bis anger ?—My weak ſpirits 
— 4 Shrink from the thought, and my chill'd heart dies 
in me. an yu the, feats in —_— 
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VA 1 — b 
| Abaz LIO enters unſeeing — e 4 

Agr. However painful, I have executed 1 

The taſk impos'd upon me by my office. va. ; 

Penance and meditation may perhaps | | 

N Preſerve the fallen Agnes from perdition. 1 

El N I've done my duty ! Why then do I feel i 


As if my conduct merited reproach, | | 
As though beyond the ſize of the offence ? x 
Would I could baniſh this ſolicitude! 

In this ſequeſter'd ſpot I may regain 

i My W firmneſs and tranquillity. 

/ | Seeing Eugenio, he draws back.] 
" E [Surveying the inſcriptions.) My heart re- 
ſuſes ro admit the truth, | 
| No; Solitude ſupplies no balm to me. 

* O Kidd Fred Uiſguft at all mankibd f 
Did ſcorn, injuſtice, treachery, combine 
To plant the ſullen fiend Miſanthropy 
18 this breaſt, how happy might 1 be! 
| car: Seek in miſanthropy for happineſs! 
"ha SA ſtrange thought, Eogenio, pardon me. 
W "v3: One 


g 
\ 
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20 AURELIO AND MIRANDA, 
One ſo young too to wiſh for ſolitude, | ,. 
And animate its bower with hate alone! | 
Fug. 'T'was a yain wiſh, I own, moſt, holy Father, 
Yet gives my only hope of earthly comfort. 
Aur. Alas, Eugenio, « churliſh ſolitude 
While rankling hate inflames the mental wound, 
The wretch who flies. from men may thiok him 


happy; 5 
May bleſs the hour, that tore him from the ſcene 


Of broken hopes and violated vows, 
But time ſtill dries the tear on ſorrow 's check, 
And injuries forgot are half aton d. 

Eug. Let tell me, Father, when ins worldly 

pangs 

Corrode and vex his chaſten'd heart no more, 
Then does not virtue ſmile upon his bower, 
And fold him in her friendly arms to reſt? 

Air. No! Theſe are viſions of the ſocial man. 
The hermit views a melancholy waſte 
Where'er he ſtrays; pores on the ſetting ſun 
With vacant eyes; and when the falling dews 
Drive him from gloomy, fruitleſs. contemplation, 
His cell is void of all the joys of home: 


His lonely meal nor ſatisfies nor cheers: | 


But on his ſinking heart ſits blank deſpair, | | 

Bids him forſake the taſteleſs food he 8 3 

And be a ſolitary wretch no longer. # 
Eig. 0 that I ne er had (een this Abbey 8 walls 
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Aur, Eugenio, whence this l my tender 
friend ? 


What ! can you wiſh that you had never r known | 


me? 

Eug. You, you! Ah Se Tel bands pity me! 
Indulge this lonelineſs! The crowded world 
Can give none willing to partake my ſorrows, 

' Aur. At leaſt confide n to bers, friendly 

truſt ; 
And if pd, my pity can alteviate— 

Eug. Yours only can. And oh! how willingly 
Would I reveal my heavy hoard of anguiſh, 
But that E | 1 

- Aur, What ſhould you fear, my ſon ? 
Eug. My weakneſs known would loſe me your 
eſteem; 
You would abhor me for the confidence. 

Aur. Abhor you! No—lt is not in my power! 
Jou give the greateſt pleaſure to my life: 
| Reveal then your affliction, while I ſwear— 

Eug. Yes, ſwear, that, be my ſecret what it may, 
You will not force me to forſake the Abbey. 

Aar. I promiſe it, my friend, by all that's holy. 
And now explain, and truſt to my indulgence. 
Eug. Hear then with pity, hear, rever'd Aurelio, 
And call up ev*ry latent weaknefs in you, 
Te aid chat pity, while my deſperate paſſion 
Pics ro me confeſs ou Wer- i- Miranda! 
C C0 * [Throws back her con.) 
* + 23%; nn 
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22 AURELIO AND MIRANDA, 


Aur, [ af rer a pauſe.) Begone, or let me _ 8 885 

Mir. Stay, I charge you. 

Heav'n ne'er inſpir*d a purer flame ban mine. 
Liſten in mercy! 5 

Aur.” Can you nouriſh hope 
I may permit your refidence with me) 

Ha! r be de Wen in my * 
. I n 

Think of the W of my onder 1 

Nor dare I yield myſelf to ſuch teraptation. 

Mir. O liſten to me, moſt ador'd: Aurelio! 
Grant me the bleſhng only to be near you 
Keep my ſex ſecret : nay, forget it quiie/ 
For my affection hear me is ſo pure, 

Ss far ſublim'd from ev*ry frailer thought, 
That ſeraphs burn not with a holier fire: 
of To. moro you muſt —_— the Monax 

Mir. And wit you baniſh your oy friend | for 

over #1311171 nov M v4 
And will you drive hav: out jad ergy gil 2vo. 
Rend the poor heart that only beats for you, 
And ſpurn me to an undeſerved grave? 75 
O do not, my Aurelio! *. 

Aur. Sweet Miranda, EASOLA'T 4% \ 

I pity you—but am not to be mord. 
t you mult leave theſe walls ſor ever. 
THI DL 5 411916197 0} FAogh (ans. 


Mr. pid you not ſqearꝰ 151! |0 190114 7; 
* — 


wake one? 
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Aur. Vou know my nnn vu 
You ſue in vain. , 5 1 BY 
Mir. Go tlien, burberla, "_ 
But chis reſource you cnnor Weis 


[Draws a av? 


Shall I endure che keen 8 of friends, 


The vulgar ſcoff, or, what is worſe; the pity? 


No: never will I quit theſe walls alive. 


Aur. Hold, bold moſt 3 malt Wee 
„» oman! * 2 
Mir. You. are . Fark FR am 1. 


The moment that you leave me, here I ſwear - -. 


To finiſh life and miſery together. | 
Or your lov'd hand ſhall lead me on to nen 
Or my ſure means conduct me to perdition 
Aur. Stay; thou delightful, beauteous miſchief 
E ſtay!n 
re, 8 05 et though for my defiruRion 
09 „ jib. Exh 
Mir. My hed n is won. Mytrivmph: is complete: 
Love _— his torch of 5208 and burns in raps 


SCENE, " the Garden Gate of the Covent.” 
The PRIORESS and Si Ser TzR Es. Jos 


Prio, The hour draus; 0 on. How left you u the 


I 144 


Tor: In agony ſo ane: as tO produce vgs in- 
Fane witneſs of her guilt. 


Prio. Holy St. Clare! 1 who have ofthe my 
lifs 
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life in the moſt mortifying denial, to build my 
Convent a reputation, to be ſham'd at theſe years 
| —and before Aurelio too, of all the world—the 
man whoſe praiſe would make the fortune of any 
Domina in Spain! 
Ter. Has my holy mother determin'd on her 
puniſhment ? 
Prio. Tis likely her exttemity may ſpare me 


that taſk—If ſhe recovers, woe be to the harlot ! 


In the mean time, Tereſa, let no one have acceſs 
to her cell. Give out ſhe died this evening, 

Ter. Yet conſider: She is of a noble family. 
Do you think no ſearch will be made what be- 
comes of her? If they credit her death, will my 
not expect her funcral to be public? 

Prio. Doubtleſs: that can be eaſily arranged. 
' You ſhall be acquainted with all my plan ere we 
retire to reſt, Now ſeek out Pedro, the gardener, 
and give him inſtructions what he muſt anſwer to 
any efiquiry. I'll again to Agnes. Exit. 

Ter. Pedro, wikre are you? Pedro, I fay. O 
here he comes. 

Enter Pepro. 
Pedro, Here, here, my ſweet ſaint. What com- 


mands have you for Pedro? By St. Antony, my 


afternoon devotion has ſtretched plaguily into 
evening ſervice. Vour Malaga is a very dry wine. 
I'm rather dry myſelf— lt ſuits my palate exactly. 
Ter. Pedro, our lady has detected a moſt ſhame- 


leſs piece of villainy, | 
2 =P 


4 
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Pedro. Aue O Lord, what 8 in e now e 
Pm ſober i in a moment. 1JOOHERESS 7 Ait 
Ter, The Siſter Agnes — Bi } v8 


Pedro, [ Aſide) Pray heaven 520 don- 0 ſuf fea me 


to be in the plot! 

Ter, Has been detected in an amo. 

Pedro. | Aſide] Yes, and I ſhall be e derefted too, 

if Idon't get her off, 

Ter. The appointment to go off with her be- 
trayer this night has fallen into our hands. 

Pedro. [Aide] Don Raymond will be here i in a 
moment, — and then I'm ruined. _ 

Ter. In her condition, no wonder at the effect 
of ſuch a diſcovery ! ! She expired, 1 in child- birch 
this evening- , 

Pedro. Sweet creature! (Ade) 0, don- c men- 
tion ſuch ſhocking, offences to me. [Puſbing ber 
I 

Ti er. 1. any enquiry ſhould be made after her, 
you now know what io anſwer. 1 (Exit. 

Pedro. Aye, aye, Detecteꝗ, dead, her, infant 
too perhaps! How ſhall I meet Don Raymond? 
how ſtab him to the heart, when it beats high 
with the hope of claſping in his arms all that is 
deareſt to him? Poor gentleman! By Tereſa's 
ſilence on char head, they don't know. him.—O, if 
they find him our, their fury at the diſgrace of the 
Convent will ſend him ſpeedily to the Inquiſition. 
Thank Heaven, they don't ſuſpect me If they 

E | did, 
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did, they might torture me, but they ſhould never 
make me treacherous. It's about the time. I'll 
ſee that they have a retired. 5 the 
garden. 43 

Euter RA YMOND and 100 


Ray. I wonder Pedro is not here on guard. 
If his attendance now ſhould be prevented, 
We have the cords, and ſcale the garden walls. 
Lor. It wants a trifle only of the hour. 


PegDRO returns. 


Pedro. They are retired. All's ſafe, The ——_ 
are clos'd, 
O yonder ſore they are. Th give the word. 
But how reveal the tale? © *Tis almoſt twelve. 
[ Aload. | 
Ray. He gives the ied | How my heart Gances 
in mel! 
Pedro, my friend—Where is my beauteous Agnes? 
Is ſhe not ready ? Nothing has KOT 
To ſtop her flight! L918 
_ Pedro, Who is that with you, FIRE _ 
Ray. My noble friend her brother, whoſe full 
O'erflows with fondneſs for her: and he comes 
To end captivity and doubt together, | 
To give her to her Raymond. Why this ſhyneſs ? 
Come forth, my Agnes, now while none obſerve 
MT IG: 1585 


Lor. 


1 


7e 


8 
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Lor. [advances] Yes, my dear fiter— Tis Lo- 
renzo's ſelf, 


That breaks the galling ferters of your bondage; 


And gives you freely to the man you love. 


Pedro. I cannot ſpeak tohim—my heart is ſtifled. 
The poor, dear lady! _ 
Ray. Pedro, ſpeak, what mean you? 


Why are you dumb? What mean your hands 5 
thus claſp'd, 


Vour bended eyes, that ſeem to penetrate 


The very earth rather than look on me? 


Is not my Agnes ſafe? Are we diſcover'd? 
Pedro. All that you fear is true. I cannot ſpeak i it 
Nor is it fit abrupt to ſtrike your ſenſe | 
With tidings that would murder as they fell. 
Ray. Yet tell me all. She is detected Well 
can bear that We'll heal that trivial wound; 


No ſcar of ſhame ſhall mark it to the world! 
But ſhe is well. 


Pedro. | to Lorenzo, 3 him aſide.) | am not 
man enough. 
Tell him,—(You are a ſcholar, and will wiſely ; 
You are her brother, therefore will with feeling ;) 
Tell him her agony at the detection 
Brought on the criſis of- a mother's pains, 
And in the conflict ſhe and all are loſt, 


[ Exit in great emotion. 
Rita The news that's fitter for a brother's ear 


Than for a lover's, tells itſelf, untold. 


E 2 Then 
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ff} Then ſhe is dead? Your filence, my Lorenzo, 
| 1 Is both my anſwer and my condemnation ! 
14 Reproaches me for a dear ſiſter's death, 
'f ; And barbs the arrow conſcience fixes here. 
(| [1 8 Sweet innocent! ?*tis I, whoſe ſelfiſh love 
? U T Brought ſhame and death -upon __e. Curſed | 
s I Raymond 
| I Þ Alone could blaſt the och of thy life ! 
| | "y | Lor. I cannot give thee what I want myſelf— 
| j 14 | Beſides, what comfort lies in words? She's dead 
Will And you muſt mourn her loſs as her adorer, 
h | | I as her a | 
11 Let us from this place 
And keep yourſelf conceal'd—You know the peril 
That would attend on your diſcovery }— 


-My firmneſs ſtaggers under this rude ſhock ; 

And calls for lonely thought, to nerve my mind ! 

Come, my more wretched friend! My brother, 
come. - [ Leads him off. 


EXD OF ACT 11. 
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ACT III. 
SCE NE, LEONELLA's Houſe. 


Enter LEONELLA and ANTONIA, 


Lain 


WII. Niece, nothing of your profeſſing Lo- 
renzo! So paſſionate a lover, and ſo dilatory in 
his viſits; but his coming at any time will make 
his peace. O, when I was in my teens, it was 
quite another affair. Such adoration! ſuch aſũi- 
duity ! 

Aut. There might be e in the manner, 
dear Aunt, but the paſſion I fancy was always 
nearly the ſame. 


Leo. Oh, nothing like it, Chuck. Lovers i in my 


time were flung at ſuch a diſtance— 

Ant. I am afraid the diſtance was too gre 
Ma'am. 

Ant. How too great, Child N 

Ant, Why, ceremony kept the lovers ſo very 
far aſunder, that ſome of the parties are never like 
to join iſſue, | 

Leo. Well, well, you never will become a con- 
vert to my doctrine, till you ſee the charming Don 


Chhriſtoval lead me to the altar. 


Ant. 
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Ant. I fear that altar burns only the incenſe, 
which fancy offers to the idol Vanity. 

Leo. Aye, aye. a Unbelief! is blind. Mark the 
event. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. A young nobleman deſires the honour to 
kiſs your hands. 

Leo. Admit him. [ Exit Servant.) My Chriſtoval, 
I know it by my palpitation. 

Ant, I bope it is Lorenzo. Hou, Don Chrif- 


toval ! 
3 En, er CHRISTOV AL, 


Cbr. Ladies, your ſlave. There's my drome- 
dary. [Afde.) ] | 

Leo. I truſt, Signor, you have enjoyed tolerable 
health, ſince I laſt had the honour of your attend- 
ance. _—_ | N) = Fa . 

Obr. Never better in my whole exiſtence. 

Leo. Nay, nay,-fiot quite ſo well, I am ſure. 
Abſence muſt chill the lover's heart; nor can its 
purple ſtreams e er bound with joy, till ſhe for 
whom it beats reſtore their vital heat. 

Chr. Where the devil is this Lorenzo? I hall 
be raviſhed if he does not come to my reſcue 
(Sblood, Fd fooner lay me in the fear-cloth with 
an Egyptian mummy, than come within ye np 
of that hyæna.) LAlde.] 

Aut. Poor woman ! how ridiculous ſhe makes 
herſelf! I muſt ſtep in to his relief, [ Hide.) 


Signor 


'- A DRAMA, mer} IT 


3 Don Chriſtoval, when did _ laſt {ce 
your friend Lorenzo ? 


Chr. Heaven bleſs you, Madam ! He directed 


me to meet him here. The laſt time we n 5 


J left him robbing the church. 

Aut. Robbing the church! 

Cbr. Ves, Madam, of a Siſter, 718 

Ant. How, Sir! Calarmed] Are you in care}, 
Signor? 
Leo. To be ſure he is, Child. o, the difference 
of men 

Chr. Yes, yes But it is his own ſiſter. | 

Ant. Oh !- I'm ſatisfied, We 2 

Leo. Explain yourſelf, Don Chriftoyal. 10 

Chr. The Siſter Donna Agnes of St. Clare. He 
was about to extricate her from purgatory, and 
give her to the man of her heart, his friend, Don 
Raymond. Not finding him here, ladies, and 
being anxious to know his ſucceſs, I humbly take 
my leave, and wiſh upon you all the felicity that 
your * deſires could fancy, and ſo, ladies — 


[ Edging .] 


Lye; What, and have you hired out to him all 
your ſweet things for the day? Nothing to offer on 
your own account? Are all thoſe charms which you 
admired ſo much, the ardour that you owned, the 


pangs you felt forgotten? Vows too poured. out 
eren at church ! And was 1 treated only like'a 


child—a May game—made a queen 'o'the May, 
/ / ( 
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and ſtuck out in all the flowers of ſpeech for a ho- 
liday foolery ? | Follows him about.) 

| Chr. Hear me, dear, good, old lady, hear me. 
How was it poſſible you ſhould think me ſerious ? 
Fnendſhip leads a man into dreadful firuations, 
Let me eſcape but this once, and if ever I am 


caught mumbling withered apples inſtead of ſea- 


ſonable fruit, may matrimony harpoon me! May 


I be bound like whalebone to the back of a gran- 


num of eighty, leave off ſwanſkin, and warm my- 
ſelf with a leathern doublet! [Exit. 

Leo. O, the monſter ! The cruel, barbarous, per- 
fidious, dear, handſome deluder!——But I' for- 
get all that. I ſhall go diſtracted with my wrongs. 
Such a face, that looked all ſincerity! Such a 
tongue too, that might deceive a faint !—l feel ir 
at my heart. O, Fſhall never recover it. 

Ant. Come, come, Aunt—Revengehis infidelity 
on the whole ſex. Diſclaim all mme with 
theſe betray ers. 90 

Leo. 1 will, Antonia. Never, though they were 
dying at my feet—No, not all their proteſtations, 
their deſpair, their OI diſtracted. 
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Imagination ſtung can reſt no more. 
Can Nature's impulſe be unholy fire? 
Yet what is virtue, but ſurmounted paſſion ? 
Would I had never climb'd this giddy height, 
This pyramid of earthly vanity | 
Each mounting ſtep is leſs and leſs ſecure ; 
And when we reach the ſummit of the ſpire, 
The very eminence diſturbs the brain, | 


And down we fall, the ſcoff of humbler fools, 


Mir AN DA witheut. 


Mir. Are you within, good Father ? | 
Aur. Come in. O how that gentle voice thrills 
through me 
Mir. [entering] Are you alone, Aurelio? 
Aur. Alone !—Moſt true | 
Guilt is of dark ſoul, and loves privacy. 


Mir. Unkind Aurelio, thus to brand: as crime k 


A paſſion your own. excellence inſpires ! 


Aur. Thou dear deluder,—give me back mye 


ſelf. an 
Talk not to me of excellence and virtue, 


1 never had them—or, if once call'd mine, 


Thy conqu'ring beauty drove them from my breaſt, 
And fill'd it with a love I ſhould diſclaim, 
Mir. When purity like yours embraces love, 
It chaſtens it from ey'ry touch of groſſneſs, 
And makes it but the wiſh of ſoul for ſoul,--- * 
F 


Aur, 


234  AURELIO AND MIRANDA, 
Aur. Enchanting accents but believ'd no 
longer. 


Imperious paſſion ſcorns the frozen bounds 
Of this refinement—I am new created, — 
The fetters of monaſtic apathy 
Are burſt and ſhiver'd by reſiſtleſs nature 
The ſaint was all a dream—the man awakes. 
| How could I wiſh thee to forſake theſe walls! 
Mir, What! was my very light oppreſſive to thee? 
Aur. I hou wonder of thy ſex, in whom combine 
| All that can glad the eye, or charm the ſou], 
| O, thou art born to conquer all reſiſtance. 
| I ſee thee, angel as thou art in form, 
Yet lovelier far than form alone could make thee! ? 
Beauty is often but the painted ſnare 
That lures the heedlefs eye to what is worthleſs— 
Nature to thee has giv'n, to crown her work, 
The mind, beyond the ſcope of vulgar being! 
Intelligence ſhe thron'd upon thy brow ; 
And ſenſe and feeling do thee hourly homage. | 
Mir. O praiſe, too grateful from Aurelio's 
tongue, A 
That, like a fudden gale of rich perfumes, 
Hits the frail nerves too exquiſitely keen, 
And pains with its delight! 
TY me. THT, 
The dreams of purity immaculate, 
That virgin'd me for years, are melted afl 
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Like the night ROPES by the lord of day. 
Take me, thou bright perfection, to thy arms! 
Miranda, I am ever, ever thine, 

| [ 4 knocking at the door. : 
What noiſe was that? Retire, retire, Miranda, 
Into my Oratory. Nou & come. [Exit Mirauds. 


* 


Euter Wye 


What is your pleaſure ? * 
Pedra. | Aſide] I thought I ſaw the hem of a We 

coat. Mercy upon us 1 Moſt holy Sir, the Prioreſs 

of St, Clare would treſpaſs on your leifure and your 

counſel, if for a moment only you will grant it. 
Aer. I ſhall expect her now, ſo tell your lady, 

I wiſh'd to fee her. | 


Pedro. I will, right reverend. [Afide] Ves, and 


I'll watch you cloſely too. Here's a-hypocrite for 
you! Dooms the poor Agnes to deſtruction for one 
flip, while himſelf riots here in ſecurity! | 
Aur, Art thou not gone? 2 
Pedro. The Prioxels is here. 


Enter Paionzss. 


And a vitileſs pair there i is of ye. I Exit. 
Aur. May peace and bleſſing evernelt upon vou! 
How does the ſiſter Agnes? — Well, I ebe 
Poor girl ! I much defir'd to ſpeak with du, 
Touching the courſe 40 win her from her error. 


— f F 2 f Prio. 
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Prio. Her failings and her merits are with Him 
Whg weighs | us in the balance of his juſtice. 1 
Aur. Moſt true: but forncthiing ſtil] remains 
with us: 
I mean—to draw the ſliding back to ſafety, 
 Deduce a leſſon from convicted evil. 
Confirm the W and "In thoſe. ae 
tremble, 
Brio. You lead me to the object of my viſit. 
If, holy Sir, you would but deign to treat 
With eloquence like yours this foul offence, 
This guilty love, that dares profane the altar, 
The leſſon would be written in all hearts. 
Aur. Aurelio, art thou pure thyſelf from ſtain ? 
" Ts thy robe ſpotleſs ?—[ Hide] 
Prio. Do not, Sir, deny me. 
The intereſts of holineſs are yours. 


Aur. Siſter, I yield with eee the ſub- 
10 jet 

1 Seiz d my attention on the inſtant kearig, 

1 And wrapt me thus in thought. we 
1140 LA bell tolls.] 

5 j Why tolls that bell? — 
10 Pri. It ſummons us to give her to the earth. 

| 1 Au. Give her? Give whom? 

1 2. Pri. I thought you underſtood me 

„ The ſiſter Agnes. 


Aur. Agnes Is ſhe dead? 
* | Leave 


A DRAMA: 3 
Leave me this moment - leave me, beſeech 
you !— [Exit Priopeſs. 


I've ſacrific'd to Juſtice, too, too ſternly. 


Enter Mix Ax DA. 


O impious rigour O inhuman pride! 
Mir. Be comforted—for holy was your purpoſe. 
Aur. Talk not to me of purpoſes, Miranda— 
What right has man to baniſh pity from him? 
Do we not feel we live but by its influence ? 
And where's infallibility in me? 
Do I not find me frail and vanquiſh'd alſo ? 
Should Heav'n judge me, as I have Judg'd poot᷑ 
Agnes, 
What were my future portion but deſpair ? 


Mir. Let me keep peace between you and yout- 


conſcience. 

Her puniſhment was love, though dreſs'd in terrors. 
Its rigour tended but to bring her back, 
More dear to Heav'n than had ſhe never ſtray d. 
Deſigns once pure, events muſt reſt above. 

Aur. Poor frantic. wretch ! Her ſhrieks are in 
| my ears! 
Her denunciations 288 my very brain 
« You have diſdain'd to liſten to compaſſion, 
And therefore on your conſcience and your ſoul 
I lay the death of me and of my child.” 
Oh! thou poor loſt one! all thy agonies 
5 5 | Are 
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Are viſited upon my harden'd ſoul, 

And terribly avenge the wrongs I did thee, 
Mir. Tis horrible. Yet hear me, my Aurelio. 
Aur. O come not near me. You, you make 

my pangs 

Too keen for me to bear—For, oh! in you 

I ſee what Agnes ſaw, the mind's fubduer: 

Conſcience arous'd now tells me of my vows; 

Telis me, I murder'd whom I match j in guilt, 

What canſt thou fay to dead the ſoul's quick 

nerve, 

And drive away Hell's DL ſave, deſpair ? 
Mir. O do not bid me leave you! Drive 

deſpair ! 

Yes, my Aurelio, love c can chace that _ =" 

It is the balm that heay 'nly mercy made | 

To heal the wounded heart. A faithful breaſt 

Is the ſoul's beſt phyſician —Truſt its power. 

Though in the mind the fierceſt pangs increaſe, 

Love lulls the pain, and ſmiles it into peace. 


[Exeunt. 
SCENE, the Prado. 


A gang of Gypſies enter with a fife and tabour, tri- 
angles, band- organ, and oiber ſireet muſic. ZA1N- 
GARELLA ſuddenly tops. 

Zin. We are at our journey's end. Vonder 
ſtands the Monaſtery to which my father directed 

A | 2 us, 


A DRAMA. p 39 
us. But how to gain admittance to Aurelio is 
the queſtion. . 

Claude. What buſi neſs can the tribe of Geber 
have with his reverence, I wonder ? 

Zin. Liſten attentively, and learn. You know 
how ſeverely the late Duke de Mauna perſecuted 
our order. 

Claude. Aye, aye, 6e filled our calendar with 
martyrs. The ſtocks, the whipping - poſt, and the 
town gaol never were ſo graced before. 

Zin. My father reſolved to take a ſevere re- 
venge, and found means to ſteal away his nephew 
and heir apparent to the dukedom. The boy 
proved bright and apt, and the monks of that very 


monaſtery took him in, and that boy is now the 
famed Aurelio. 


Claude. Indeed — Aurelio! 


Zin. Nothing more certain. And now we have 


diſcovered, that his ſiſter and her aunt are come 


hither to ſolicit a penſion. Lopez dogged them 


into the Grand Church. 


Enter Lop EZ. 


Lap. They are coming, they are coming. To 
your ſleights, my dears. The young one is Anto- 
nia; the old woman, her aunt, Leonella. Strike 
up ! and, Zingarella, propheſy, 
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Enter T&6X#LLA; Auro A, and a trowd of - 
— 1241800 1 1411 @ ,4 F 
Re people. 12 IP 


5 1 [Sings], 2 
Croſs my Ant and you mall know 


All the Gypſy's art can ſhow. -  ® / 
Would you have the paſt 5866-1 Pl #11314, 
Cloſe by knavery conceal'd zo 
Would you know/what bleſſings wait, i 


What ills annoy your future ſtatm 
Deſtiny for once be kind. · þ dle an 
[ The crowd gather about them. Lronzira and 


it 


AxTon1a approach.]  * . 


Zin. [to Antonia) Bleſs you, ſweet young 1217 20 
May your fate be as gentle as your countenance! 
Leo. Methinks you might learn reſpect, 8 


ſtroller. 
Zin. What, to age? Then moſt refpedtfully 1 


turn to you. Would you chooſe a ſample of my 


| [Sings] ; E £ TY D109 iu 
Shana ES bu let your ſtate 2 21 


: _ BereſpeRed, though not great. 788 | 3 
Let not vanity engage Z - 


Your mind to trifle with your age. 

All your flaunting days are over, a 
Never will you lure à lover 
For Ovid read ſome holy text ; 


Avoid this world, and ſeek the next. 
Leo; 


* — — 
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child. Don't liften to her.impertinence. 
Zin. Art thou too an enemy to truth? Stay, I 
charge you. lt concerns e erg Lö! 


, 
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What various lot ie tlie +. 2 e 


— 0 


Many eee vH O blug 
Through this palm with cutting ſtriſfo ved lo 
Mars the quiet of thy liſfſfgme. 50 
When what is deend'd- your greateſt loſs -- 

Is the chief champion of tha croſa. -- 
Then wealth and . e 
pe od, : 


| Hats How fingylar. yas: ſans Pe, to add 1 
would fain deſpiſe it, and yet my mind is not ſuf- 


ficiently rong. Is it poſſible, that——Bur no, the | 


fature muſt be hidden from all eyes. 
Leo. & faucy vermin! Avoid this world, and 


ſeck the next, indeed! I hope Iam not to take a 8 
Gypſy for my ghoſtly director. No lover neither, 
when the handſomeſt cavalier in all Spain is—O 
no—was dying for me at firſt fight O that my 


will could bring upon them all the plagues of their 
native Egypt hut n wen R Oy again! 


9 come. | e 


| Cnoxos 1 le n 261 
r Croſs her hand, &. Fa | 
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Leo, O, this is an impoſtor, I ſee. Come away, 
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ACT IV. 


Euter RAYMOND and LORENZO. 


Raymond. 


My heart refuſes me a place of reſt ! 

I wander like ſome night-enlarged ſpirit, 

Still loth to quit the earth, tho? all that gave 

A ſhape, an aim, a colour to my being 

Is ſunk into the grave. May you be happier! _ 
Lor. Time and my beſt Antonia may do 
much. | h 
But my dear ſiſter's death fits heavy. on me, 

And I could fink beneath my own regrets, | 

Did not your {till ſuperior loſs arouſe me, 

To mitigate the ſufferings of a brother. 

Ray. O my Lorenzo, horrors ſore beſiege n me. 

The day— the night, are fill'd with my deſpair 1 
All day I ponder on the heav'n ! loſt, 

And night, like a perfidious fattering foe, 
Gives me again poor Agnes to my arms; 
Makes me moſt rich in ſhadowy happineſs, 
Which the next dawning diſſipates in air. 

Lor. If comfort can be drawn from miſery, _ 

Calamity has k your cup ſo full, 

a 3 | That 


ce 


10 


nat 
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That you may ſmile at aught that threatens further. 
And for theſe wild and feveriſh nightly dreams, — 


Ray. Yet mark the circumſtance that clothes my 
viſions. . 

Laſt night had worn away itſelf in thought, 
And day already dimm'd my taper's flame, 
When ſlumber clos'd my eye-lids. I was led, 
Methought, by ſome one in a monkiſh garb, 
Into an antique vault, a place of burial ; | f 
Where — ſide· by · ſide, the long · forgotten N 
Of faith's pure votaries lay fair. inſcrib'd. 
In the mid pathway of this ghoſtly hall 
Sat one like ſorrow's queen Her throne the grave, 


And the dull pillow on the which ſhe lean'd, 


Was a new ſhell of death untenanted, 


The coffin-lid was off —] read its plate; 


It told me that my Agnes reſted there. | 

The ſeeming Monk then bade me look again: 

'The female form, that ſat upon the ground, 

Lifted her head, which till then droop'd to earth, 

And call'd me by, my name——But, O! that 
voice |—, | 

Lorenzo, 'twas your fiſter's—thine, my Agnes, 

While from that coffin roſe a cherub ſhape _ 

Bright like an angel! Beams of glory burſt ' 

From his clear fleſb, and ſuch a ſmile effus'd 

From his ſoft dewy eyes that I was dazzled 

And fainting with delight, © Behold thy ſon,” 
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Tbe friendly guide exclaim'd, ** thy ſuffering wife, 

Preſerv'd and found, and syn * an, * 
tomb!“ 

I flew to claſp them ; but the agony 

Burſt the frail thread of mae _— 

And I awoke. _ 

Tor. Such are the ſhadowy trains, 

Which fancy adds to double real griefs. 


[Don CarsToOvAL without.) 
Chr. What ho! Where are you? Let me pak 
with you. 
Lor. Thear Don Chritoval. How ill js jr 
Becomes a houle like this! 
Ray. Excuſe meto him. nit 3 di 
] have not yet compoſure fir to ſee him. ¶ Exit. 


WS 
CrRISTOVAL running in. 


Cbriſ. She's alive! She's alive]! Lorenzo, ſhe 
lives, and I am out of breath—T can't tell you 
half. 1 ſhould bave burſt my wind-if it had not 
been for my eee chank Ws, 


t 


ſhe's alive. 1 31199. 
Lor. Who—Who!s alive?—What idle Wy is 
cis? 3 El 


Chr. Who's alive? Why, who - ſhould” be? 
Your filter Donna Agne. -I am fure of it! I have 
it it under der own hand [ She writes me word e. 


ot? 


FEY 


. 
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Ler. Where How 1. * en aer be 
8 N 1967 A 31 ene 

Chr, I haven't t the paper, No e read 
it. It dropt upon his head. 1 1 

Lor. Whoſe beadꝰ D891: 1183-51: 3 

Chr. Upon Pedro's, I tell you. No wonder 
he has been crazy ever ſince. {Searches again.] 
Ha | ha ! *Ecod, here it is at laſt I've ſqueezed 
It into a pellet in my hand. P ye lamed my Ni 


gers with clenching it. 


Toer. Let me undo it, man, | 
Chr. No—no—You're not cool enough. (His 


© band ſhakes ſo, that be is long about it: and tears 


the letter a litile.] There-—there—Not much torn 
Il can read it all by heart. 

Lor. O, give it me. [Snatches the ter] 

Chr. Ha! this i is idle ſtuff, is it? 


af) oncmaol Enter Au roui4. | 
4 Don Chriſtoval, your ſervant! 28 
Cr. How do you do, Sir? [Flies to ber ] 
e angel | Pll kneel to you, I have ſuch 


news—My heart's broke with joy - but ſhe's alive, 
Lor. Look bere, my dear Antonia, and Wen 


Heaven 


Ant, [Reads(} . “ Pedro, my good friend, I 


{© conjure you, convey this to Don Chriſtoval— 


F hear that I am dead. My death is 
** no 


— 
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© no doubt deſigned.- but it has not been the con- 
ce ener of my Snν. 3 A'S 
„ Aexxs.“ 
Lor. Where, 8 is pedro 5 
Cbr. He's coming as faſt as poſſible. 
Lor. And you here ſo long before him? 

Chr. How ſhould he come ſo faſt as I did? My 
heart's twice as big. He is a friendly aſſiſtant, 
and only runs: Love makes me a principal, and 
1. flew. If you ſhould hear of any body over- 
turned—any old woman roll'd into the kennel— 
any chairs with glaſs beat out of the windows, and 
the chairmen rib- roaſted with their own poles, ſet 
them all down to my account. My joy's worth a 
million times the . III pay it all to- 

Enter Pep! RO. 

Here he is—Now then, my honeſt delver 
Tell us the manner how—the place where—the 
time ms how this news fell upon yout weak 
penthouſe ? | 

Pedro. Aye, aye.— [ Smiles—balf- laughing, baff 
weeping, is unable to relate it.] 

Lor. It was in the garden, friend? 

Tedro. To be ſure! Oh! all the Saints ! 

Ler. What day was this mock funeral then 
performed? Sd 6-4 

Pedro. Bleſſed be the day J was born 
. | * ö Lor. 


N 


It's 


A DRAMA. 45. 


TZor. He does not underſtand me. 

Pedro. St. Urſula, and St. Bridget ! St. Aga- 
tha !—No, I blot her from the martyr- roll. 

Lor. My poor, dear fellow! W 

Pedro. [ Falling on bis Salle] He is hy wr to 
us all. ; 

- Chr. *Sblood 1 He' 8 ren Pele 1 

Pedro. [ Crying. Aye, aye! br IN 20 
Chr. Zounds! the fools in hyſterics ! Thus i 
is drink affects a ſoft head. The brain addles. 
The whole man. becomes maudlin. This animal 
now is nothing but a groſs pumpkin, all water: 
his head is dropſical and grief has tapp'd him. 

Lor. Let him compoſe himſelf below—We'll 


talk to him at a fit ſeaſon. 


Cbr. You're a pretty fellow, indeed, to travel 
with good news. The heart of you isn't in fault, 


that's che truth on't. And as for this embaſly by 


water to our comfort, it is but an April ſhower 
the ſun-ſhine of the ſoul beams through it in the 
brighteſt colours. Tis Heaven's own rainbow, 


the ſign of compaſſion and love. ¶ Leads of Pedro. 
Lor. The difficulty now will 2 to N 
from this dreadful ſituation. 


Ant. Some management will be ee in its 
diſcloſure to Don Raymond. [4 


5 CARISTOvAL returning... 
Chr. I have 8 am the man for difficulties. 
| Lor. 
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Lor. My dear, whimſical, faithful friend 
What device is there in thy brain that how on- 
joy'ſt ſo mightily? 

Chr. Your ſiſter muſt not be regain'd—No 1— 
that's certain nobody will ſtir in her behalf — ſhe 
muſt be ſuffer'd to endure all the malignant tor- 
tures of that hell- cat. [ Walking about.] 

Lor. No!—I will make my * to the ſpiri- 

tual powers. 

Chr. Heav'n help you you'll need it.— No, 
no—Pl deliver your ſiſter -I the maggot- 
pated, idle, thoughtleſs chough, will do it. I ap- 
ply to the cannon law—and reſcue the captive by 
military ordinance—Truſt to my genius, and be 
ready to aid me when I give the word. 

Lor. Now let us ſeek Don Raymond. 

Chr. Be that your buſineſs. I have mightier 
matters. Courage —and march.  [Exeunt. 


SC ENE, AURELIO'S Cell. 


Amma enters, followed by AUREL10. 


Mir. No more—It ill beromes your lips to 
utter; 
I feel myſelf diſhonour'd to have heard 
The plain avowal of illicit love. 
Mark me, Aurelio: That my yielding ſoul 
Was wholly yours, I glory to avow. 
I made myſelf a love of character, 


+ 017 / A DRAMA 14412 / 9 


And bound m paſſion to your purit / 
I knew my honour, and relied on es. 
Aur. : Let do me nn ev'n in. your dif. 

l l 2413-31297 144389 en 

I coulq; not hope, and early L .confels'd its 721 

To be allo dito gane upon your beau 

Indulge the knowledge of your anſy ring love. 

And not approye temptation, in hag grant. 

I yielded my, conſent... acts 2 03-269) 
- Mir. To fave my life la. ene dess 

Vout memory is pelßicke Suu--Aut fill, tame!) 

Thoſe words muſt come from no one but myſelf. 


_ Aur, Cruel n W Jan thiok my 


| Datu, 41141 $54 

Would e'er . ip it acer "A 
If, inthe hourly witneſs of thoſe charms. 18 
The fires they muſt; excite will burſt their way, 


In ſpite of all the checks of my condition—— _, 


Mir. And what you gave in pity to my weakneſs, 
You now would make the ruin of my fame 
But if I thought I could be ſo degraded, 

To fall a victim to impure defires,* 
1'd tear myſelf from thee, and all the world. 
* 2 ſhame ſhould crumble me to aſhes. 

- The paſſions Heav'n. inſpires. his love 

| | pern. id w nid n 
His crearares.all indulge them, and are happy, 
Shall we alone diſclaim the generous bliſs, 

And freeze the might fervour by captice? 1E! 
Wilks + Mir, 


— A 1 p 
fr wat, Wo Ins _ 5 x.» *- " ($2 * 


Eds ureter tie, Wake LARS; 
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Mir. 'Tis true—the chain of love farrounds | 
creation, 
And all the various tribes of ell feel it: 
To man excluſively the law is giv'n, 
That binds his reaſon and his love together, 
And bids him live for one — and one alone. 
Ar. Hear me proteſt— that you, and only oy 
Shall ever reign the ſovereign of my heart !— 
Silence your ſcruples then Accept a pledge 
Sacred as if recorded at the altar. 
Comply, my gracious ſweetneſs !—=Whocan knowit? 
Mir. | (hall. No, no; theſe folemn-ſounding 
words 
But veil the infamy that lurks beneath them, 
They cannot change its colour. —Shall I ſpeak it? 
It makes of you a cheat, tho' faint without 
And, to deſcribe the partner of your crime, 
*Tis Nature 's error, an immodeſt woman ; 
A common character, but not Miranda's. 
Aur. Perverſe, myſterious ſex !—propoſing ever 
Objects that mock all poſſible attainment. 
Show them a being, who renounces love, 
One covenanted to deſpiſe its power, 
Him they purſue with all the rage of conqueſt, 
And bend him to their will. The taſk achiev'd 
Seems to annihilate the love which prompted it, 
Or fences it with ſcruples never dreamt on. 
Mir. Thus irritated paſſion ever clouds 
The purpoſes that thwart its raſh indulgence. 
. k ; 15 Hear 
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Hear me, and weigh the motives ju my e. 5 
And call me then capricious or unjuſt. | 
Fatally for my peace, a ſlave to love, | . 
I ſought, with innocence, its ſafe indulgenſe. 
I faw Aurelio awful in his virtue z— 
But what repell'd the ſex attracted me; 
Nor could I think the higheſt hopes of man 
Rais'd him beyond the reach of woman's love. 
I did aſpire to make him own a wiſh, + 204 
And to ſupply that wiſh by virtuous paſſion; 
My houſe's power might have abſolv'd his vows, 
And bid his goodneſs blaze in ſocial life _ 
I hop'd in him a huſband, . 
Aur. O Miranda, | 
Aſſail not thus my falt'ring reſolution ! 
Think, think, before you bid me leap the gulph, 
To what a fearful depth your victim falls. 
Where is the fame, to which I ſacrific d 
The feeling idly deem'd beyond temptation ? 
Can I go forth, and tell the ſcoffing world _. 
My firm reſolves are feeble as their own, 
And bear the bitter taunt which waits on him, 
Wha dares a trial mightier than his ſtrength ? 
Mir. He, who does well in any rank of life, 
May calmly brave the calumnies of men, 
And boldly look to Heav'n for his reward, | 
Aur. Yes, tbere are duties, public and recluſe, 
Which to diſcharge is praiſe, howe'er we chuſe ; 
ot when the choice is made, and bound for ever, 
H 2 I 
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If. the recluſe return to what he left, 112211 


The world will ſay *twas appetite een la. 44 
Not his convition, that produc'd the change, 
And hold him an apoſtate and impoſtor. 
Mir. No more, no more —1 foo moms muſt 
end 8g NS 21 M04 354 11204 
Aurelio bluſhes at an act of vittu c, 
Becauſe ſome mitcnſtrudtion waits upon it: 
And, therefore, he would have Miranda yield. 
To guilt, which no confiruQtion'can excuſe. ¶ Exit, 
Aur. Tis well.—Her ſcorn. has giY 'n me back 
myſelf.— 11:33 A, 21.08 at 


My pride ſuſtains me now. 'Avrelio, wake 1— 


Kenounce the hope of thoſe high dignities 


Thou may'ſt aſpire to! and for what? A woman! 
But ſuch a woman ! How! relapſing— Slave! 
Bondman to folly and vexation' til] 2 

I will forget Miranda and her charms,.— 

Nay learn if poſſible - to hate her. Now, 
Oh now! poor en I eee thee. Exit. 


- * 


* * 


-SCEN E. the Garda, 


Enter pay waiting bebind, 
Mir, The:monatiery muſt no more ſupply | 


A ſafe indulgence to my chaſte affection ! 


He, whom I fancied rais'd above temptation, 

Like the cold ice- alp, which the ſun ne er melts, 
Deſcends to dally with unholy fires, | 
: HR And 


* 


. * A CN * D ; W '* *. 9 K. 
& 4 . 7 4 — $3 


And tampers with his vow. Farewell; Aurelio? 
Vet I muſt leave my pity with thy * ohm ꝗοn 


And rate my idle and romantia win, 
That drew thy lonely virtues into peril. 
199 £9 Div en [ Exit Miranda. 


? 


EI AE aloe, 


Zin. Aye, that's the lady Pedro told r me of: 
and, by the deſcription Thave heard of ber, ſhe 
ſhould. be. Miranda, the lopg loſt Miter of Don 
Chriſtoval. Len (6120 ; 


r $10 e eee 1 H²¹νννjã˖)G 8 | 

L iſten to me, I entree t! 
I've a tender tale to tell 

Ion wil feel—who love 7 well. 


' » „ IL. LY ul . 0 2 4 


Re-enter M1RANDA. t. 
Mir. Ha who | is this, that ſeems to know my 


« t-x+ * 


ſtory ? 92 93 En ie oi 4 llt "> 3 
Approach, mie, child1—What would tho 3 tay 
to me? To M Sn 1 


Ein. Pray pardon me, iat bur indeed 1 
muſt intereſt you in the ſaddeſt ſtory, that ever 
met your ear and all who kno the lady en 

on ſure that ſhe will liſten to the wretched. 
How is it, hat chou 1 me for 

ee e acces 
Zin. O, madam, gypſy as Kanz I have Aut 
tions in the church. The gardener of St. Clare's 
convent 
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convent is my own brother, and my old father is 
now endeavouring to procure ſpeech with Avrelio. 

Air. Nay, then, we need not fear an inter- 
c ruption. 

What is the ſtory I am wiſh'd to hear ? 

Zin. You have heard, madam, of an unhappy 
nun, named Agnes ? 

Mir. I have She periſh'd by inhuman rigour. 

Zin. So the good Abbot thioks, madam, I am 
fare, But did he know that ſhe is yet living, and 
buried by the mercileſs Domina of the convent, to 
fall a victim to hunger, and her inexorable re- 
venge, I am certain his pity would relieve the poor 
ſufferer. 

Mir. Agnes alive! Doubtleſs he would relieve 
| her. 

Far O, he knows how frailey' duſky ſpots 

Stick on the ermine of the whiteſt virtue, [ Aide. 
But where is ſhe confin'd ?=Say, has your brother 
Suſpicion of the place of her confinement ? 

Zin. He does not know for certain, madam» 
But it is thought, that thoſe, who are condemn'd 
to expiate any great offences, are uſually thruſt 
down into a dungeon in the Cemetery, 

Mir. The Cemetery !—As I recolle& 

It joins the Sepulchre, that appertains 
To th' Abbey. Ha! a gleam of light breaks on 
me! 


Retire, 


Retire, good tender girl. —I'll to the Abbot, - 
And intereſt him in her ſwift recovery. 
[ Exit Zingarella. 

I did not think to carry here an hour— 
But now there is a cauſe, which claims me wholly. 
Shall not a woman feel a woman's ſorrows ? 
There is a gate, that parts the neighbour graves— 
O could I burſt its bars, and ſave this Agnes !— 
And why not? Pity's torch burns bright before me, 
And lights me to the trial. Mercy lead me! 

eee | (Exit. 
SCENE, Avretio's Cell, 


: Enter Aventio and Old ZincARo. 


Old Zin. I knew your reverence would be deeply 
mov'd * 
At this poor Nun's diſtreſs, and bleſs the chance 
That gave me knowledge ſhe was yet alive. 


Aur. No: be afſur'd I never meant her penance 


Should faſten on her life; and will myſelf 
Demand her from the cruel Agatha. 
Old Zin. Thanks, thanks for that. But I have 
ſomething more, 
Which, whilejtlays my guilt id your mercy, 
Calls louder yet for hearing from Aurelio. 
But ere I tell my tale I muſt exact 
Your ſacred promiſe of forgiveneſs, Sir, 
For all the injuries which I have done you. 


Aur, 
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Aur. Injuries done —and « done my Wen poor 


man 1 ei F 
But, be this cer what i it may Frag 
They cannot be too great for me to pardon,  _ 
Old Zin. You may have heard, that they receir 
you here 
An orphan . g little did they thinks 
That they then buried from his rank and 3 
The long-loſt heir of De Medina's houſe. 
Your father was a pillar of the ſtate, 
Grave, rigid, juſt, —let me ſay unrelenting. 
He perſecuted our poor wandering tribe 
With ſuch ſeverity, that pity wept. 
But he forgot. the meaneſt may revenge; 
And the low worm, that cannot reach the breaſt, 
May ſtrike its deadly venom in the heel. 
Aur. Spare theſe reflections—On hy ſtory : 
briefly ! 
For, oh! it quickens in my ſpringing foul, 
Tranſports unutterable. 
Old Zin, In reſentment | 
I found a way to ſteal you from his palace; 
Baffled all ſearch io find his only ſon ; 3 
And having foſter'd with my fitteſt means 
Tue powers, that open'd in your infancy, 
At length I yielded to the gen'ral wiſh. 
Of theſe good fathers, and you took the cowl. 


- 
ona 
nd Y , * 
2 1 — — - 
— 33 — IRXLY — — — ——— __——— = — — 
— — — 2 —— — * a - — TI K 
- Abine — — — 8 — * . = 
- ore op W * khong - - = - — — 
2 — oy — ＋ 1 — Ages : —— — pu — —_— — — — 2 —— ck — — - 2 
= — 8. — — © 5 1 — — — — — : — — CAE 
by 2 2. -— * 2 he. . 2 5 —_—_— 2 = - ＋ = 
f ———— 2 . . 444 5 
n — 2 — ww —— — — —ů— TS. - — 
& 2 5 


— — — 
— — — — — 
Ew rn —-V-— —— — — 
nes _ — : —— —— — ———— — 
— — — 
— 
+ —— W wag 1 


i i! 1 | Here I had left you, ſunk and unregarded— A 
W's | Had not the noble ſpark of merit in you 
14 | 4 Flam'd 
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Flam'd out, and claim'd diſtinftion.—When I 

| heard 
From the remoteſt corner of our country, 
The virtues of the excellent Aurelio, 
His eloquence divine, his piety, 
The miracles wrought by his life and doctrine, 
Repentance came upon me. I am ready 
With proof to vouch my tale. And now, my 

fate !— 

Whatever you decree, I bend ſubmiſſive. 

Aur. Take my forgiveneſs mo Take my bleſſing, 

father 
Of this my better birth. Thou doſt not know 
How ev*ry word thou'ſt utter'd glads my heart. 
Prepare thy proofs, and meet me on the inſtant. 
[Exit Old Zin, 

My birth declar'd, abſolves n me from my vows ; 
Returns me to the world, —and thee, Miranda.— 
O, in one little hour, to be reſtor'd, 
While tottering on the verge of guilt and horror, 
To rank, and affluence, and ſpotleſs love !— 
But, let me pay my gratitude to Heav'n, 
Not in the empty ſounds of wordy praiſe, 
But in the deeds of mercy. Yes, poor Agnes! 
I can now feel a ſympathy ſevere 
Impell me tow'rds thee—and I fly to fave thee. 


(Exit. 


END OF_ACT iv. 
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SCENE — he Grand Square in Madrid. 


Enter Cunisrovar , Juan, and Soldiers. 


He marches them . * Stage, and then addreſſes 
Poem. 


' Chriftoval. 

Brorhrn ſoldiers, I have but a few words 
to ſay to you; and to tell the truth, the occaſion 
makes them look fo like a ſpeech, that I fear I 
ſhall ſtammer moſt cruelly. Yet I muſt explain 
myſelf, to benefit by your aſſiſtance. 

Juan. Tell us but the object, and lead us to | 
achieve it. 

Chr. Then it is dearer to a ſoldier, friends, than 
even the laurels of his valour—it is a deed of 
mercy. Brothers, a woman, whoſe only crime is 
love, pines in a dungeon; ſhut with her infant 
from the freſhening day-breeze. She was once, 
comrades, beauteous as ſummer, ere ſuperſti- 
tion bowed her lovely head, and grief wrought 
v inter on it with her tears. She is dear to me by 
every tie—Make my cauſe yours. 

Juan. The cauſe is pity - We love you, Cap- 

tain, heartily—To obey yo is a duty in all caſes. 


— 


TIA Y Chy- 


* 


es. 


Chr · 
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Chr. Aye, und to feel for woman in diſtreſs, is 


a leſſon, which nature wrote upon our hearts, when 
our firſt infant cries proclaim'd our wants, and 
. them anſwer'd by a mother's love. 

Juan. O, no more, good Captain—Lead us to 
her reſcue, 

Chr. You ſpeak like an angel—and fight, I 
bans" it, like a devil. Pardon me! | was for try- 
ing, whether I had not eloquence enough to 
mould you to my purpoſe but a plague of 
long ſpeeches! The true ſecret is, to fling your 
heart upon your lips. One ſentence with feel- 
ing for its ſpirit, and virtue for its meaning, ſets 
our nature in a blaze, and all the ſelfiſh part of 
it is blowu up in a moment. Now then, my 


boys, march - and Heas” n pr you! [Exeunr. | 


SCENE 1—4 part of the Faults of the Monte, 


Enter Miz ax pA. ES * 


Mr. This is the way, as well as T may judge. 
The dead, in orderly arranged files, 2 
Leave this uncumber'd ny to Sen me on- 

wards. red 2 81 
O, let me find the 1 intervening gate, 
And my firong pity, mightier than my force, 
Shall burſt its brazen folds, though triple- cas d. 
Spirit of Sympathy ! be thou my guide. ¶ Exit. 
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SCENE III.—A Sepulcbre. 
A croſs, and a lamp burning before it. 


AGNES diſcovered, fitting upon the ground, leaning 
pon a coffin—the lid off, and by her fide. 


Agn. How ſound he ſleeps! —Poor infant, 'tis 
the ſame 
To him this hideous nurſery of horror; 
This houſe of death too, — Which, for me deſign'd, 
Serves as a pallet- bed, to ſhroud his ſlumbers, 
Could I be certain they would ſave my child, 
I'd ſtretch me, patient, in my laſt abode, 
And thankfully embrace eternal ſleep. 
"1 [She finks upon the coffin. 
14 noiſe at the gate.) 
What noiſe was that ?—Tis not the uſual entrance, . 
Mir. [ without. | Agnes ! 
Agn. My name !—and in a voice I know not! 
Mir. | without. | Heav'n ſends you a deliverer 1 | 
* Riſe! aſſiſt me! 
Something ſecures the gate o'th* inner ſide. 
- Hen. Alas! I cannot My enfeebled joints 
Refuſe to bear my cumbrous weight again, 
And fink me down never to riſe. 
Mir. O ſtrive— 51 
So near deliverance !—Do but draw this bolt, 
Which lies below the lock, and the gate opens. 
Mir. So little to perform and ſhall I fail? 


Cap 


Ee. 
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Can I not drag me on the earth as far, 
To bring my child to day-light ?—For a moment, 
Kind Providence, O ſtring my flacken'd nerves} * 


One effort !—ItfI fave him, I die happy. 


[ She attains the door, and draws the bolt—but Jenin 
| eee by the . 


Min ANDA forces open the gate, and enters, | 


Mir. Horrible cruelty Thou wretched mother, 
Raiſe thy dejected head: and let the thought ©. 
Of promis'd life, and liberty, and love, 
Aid thee, to further my weak powers to ſave theel 
An. [reviving.] Did I hear truly? Did ſome 
friendly voice 
Propoſe to ſave ?—Look there ! -o fave my 
child 
And leave a ſorrow- ſmitten wretch like me, 
To bleſs your charity, and then expire. 
Mir. Come, come—Nay, gre not all ſo ſoot 
for loſt, | 
Reſt yet a little, and we'll venture hence. 
An. O my preſerver -I had impiouſly 
Parted with confidence and hope together. 
I ſee, no dungeon cruelty can dig, 


- Malice can fill, or innocence inhabit, 
Is too profound and ſtrait for dove-eyed mercy 


To pierce with ſuccour for the child of grief. 
Mir. That power will guide us from this den of 
horror! 


3 La 
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Let me conſider I muſt firſt. convex 
This tender pris'ner to a kindlier place, 
And then return with help to bear you hence. 
ce She that e er hopes to live to be a mother, 
Feels throbbing in her pure and virgin breaſt 
« The ſweet ſolicitude of trembling pity 
ce For helpleſs infancy” —Heav'n is ſmiling now, 
And wenne well less, a deed of mercy. | 
e ER. [Exit M. randa. 
Ard tnt dee preſerve =" child! 
She's gone. 3 
Spirits of peace, O tranquillize my ſoul, \ 
Or rapture will be deadly like deſpair, | h 
=_ wee, as of a . heard on the other fide] 


\ } _ 1 


"The PrIoREss is ſeen Fat dra with Hara, 
Ha! they approach 

Prio. Wretched Agnes, 
Whom all the mercy I intended marks. . 
But deeper with the brands of guilt and ſhame,— 
Anſwer me, how haſt thou divulg'd a-ſecret, 
Which IJ thought never could haye paſs'd cheſe 


walls ? 


— 
* 


4 


Agn. No :! will never . by . 
One whoſe raſh pity riſk'd ev'n life to ſave me. 


Prio. Trifle not with my vengeance, wanton — 
Know, 


In ſpite of all thy arts, it comes to o cruſh thee. 


dn art to die and this thy hour: appointed. 
. 


— 


1 


Its all-forgiving Author bids it heal. 


EYE IE 22A ' ON 


© Agn,, Ha! Pm loſt 1— | 
Prio. You have diſgrac'd your order and To" | 
convent, 7 
Publiſh'd your infamy, and our diſhonour ; 
Therefore you die, —Bechold ! the means 3 
ready. 
An. Poiſon !—Whar, ſhall I aid my own hoy 
dition ? | 
Prio. Take it—Be brief. 
Azgn. For your eternal welfare, 
Let me but live an hour for preparation !. 
Prio. What! till the partner of your crime ſhall 
come 
With ſacrilege to ſnatch you from my graſp ? 
I know the whole of your complotted guilt, 
No: now this moment !—Nay then! 


[Offers to frike. 


AvaL10 ruſhes in through the gate, followed by 
HILARIO end BONAVENTURE. 


Aur. Hold your hand ! 
Is this the way that leads to penitence ?_ 
Theſe vaults of death, arethey the holy means 
By which the feeble are reſtor'd to goodneſs? 
Mercileſs ! horrible! Religion thus 
Loſes its ſacred character and office ; : 
Converts to bigot rage, and rends the heart 


Agn. 
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Ann. Thus —in the duſt, I bleſs the pitying 
hand, 
Which bruis'd me in its juſtice but to 1 OA me. 
Al ſhout without. 


CanisTOVAL, RaymonD, Lorenzo, JUAN, and 


Soldiers break in. 


Ray. My life, my Agnes we will part no 
more. [ Agnes faints.] 
Lor. O, my dear ſiſter ! 
Aur. Bear hence thoſe vile women, 
[ Another ſhout without.) 
' [Exeunt Prioreſs, Tereſa, Hilario, and 
Bonaventure, 
Cbriſ. Haſte, reverend Aurelio, to the Con- 
vent 
The people furiouſly aſſail the walls, 


And nothing but your preſence can  refiran 
them. 


Aur. Be ready to reſiſt them, if I fail ! 
Though there is virtue in their ſympathy, | 
Yet violence is not the march of juſtice. 


Where there are laws, the laws alone ſhould puniſh, 


[Exeunt Aurelio, Juan, and Soldiers. 
Ray. Lift up thy head, my Agnes—Sec, thy 
brother. 
But ah ! I tremble to enquire—our child 
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65 
Enter MiRanDa. 


„n. He lives—is ſafe. 
Ray. May I believe it true? 
Mir. Yes, I preſerv'd him—Nay, no thanks to 
a | HERS 
Whate'er my future lot, thus to have ſav'd 
One innocent, is tranſport to my ſoul 
A joy too bright for miſery to cloud. 
An. Where is the other ſaviour of my life, 
Who ſnatch'd me from the dagger's point Au- 
relio ? | | 
Mir. Did he? Aurelio !—Bleſflings, bleſſings on 
him! bg 
Cbriſ. And now, Lady Runaway, if you have 
done with your prayers, vouchſafe a word to Cap- 
tain Chriſtoval :—for, though a Nunnery is the 
laſt place I thought of finding you in, I believe you 
are my hopeful ſiſter, Miranda. 
| Mir. Brother, you're not deceiv'd — tis ſhe her- 
ſelf ; 
Who, wild and viſionary as ſhe ſeems, 
Feels for her Chriſtoval the trueſt fondneſs. 


Enter AUREL10, Z1NGARO, ZINGARELLA, AN- 
| TONIA, Cc. 


Aur. Miranda here !—Thou miſtreſs of my 
fate ! ay 
K | Why, 


— 


e — —— — 
* 


— — —x— —ñ—ñ— 4) 9g 


66 AURELIO AND MIRANDA, 


Why, have news to tell thee, my Miranda, 
More ſtrange than all the mine before us. 
The ſecret of my noble birth reveal'd, 
Confirm'd by proofs 1 too evident for doubt, 
Diſpenſes me from the monaſtic ſtate; 
And might I hope you would accept my hand. 
Mir. Away reſerve, and maidenly reſentment 
To be permitted to receive his vows, 
Whole ſympathiſing goodneſs has preſerv'd. 
Repentant Agnes to a happier life, — 
Thus virtuous, thus to call thee mine, Aurelio, 
Is bliſs unutterable 
Chr. Is this the end 
Of all your wanderings, my gentle ſiſter ? 
Ray. My Agnes, let me lead thee from this 
place. 


Truſt me, thy ſufferings well ſhall be aton'd. 


Aur. As heir to De Medina, all the pow'r 
That I have lies at your diſpoſal, Sir. 
Zin. Now, now, Antonia, is your time to ſpeak, 
Ant. One wonder yet remains—You ſaid Me- 
dina— 
If you are he, I kneel before my vebther, 
Aur. My happineſs is more than I can bear. 
Pleaſe you, retire within the Abbey-walls, 


And fo repoſe awhile. Events like theſe 


Fever the mind with its own beſt emotions. - 
Miranda, come, my love, my monitreſs !— - 
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With ſafety may I give me to the world, 
While you direct me my unerring guide 


Our paſſions are the faireſt gifts of Heav'n! 


Their juſt indulgence is our proper joy: 
Tis their perverſion only makes us wretched. 
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THE END. 
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